THE  TRAIN
dirty padded coat, and leaves microbes everywhere. ...
If the political officer comes along?. ... Eh, what a girli
Now don't ye let me catch ye here again!"
He did not put in a complaint about Vaska, but he
looked in every night when she was on duty and Vaska
stopped lying on the divan, just to be on the safe side.
Danilov was no longer commissar. He had been
appointed Deputy Chief for Political Affairs and pro-
moted to Captain, Suprugov to Senior Lieutenant,
Dr Belov to Major, while many of the women put on
epaulettes with stars. Vaska stood on the platform
thinking: "I'll have epaulettes too. I'll be theatre sister,
like Julia Dmitriyevna. 1*11 know how to do everything
like she does. If I want to, Fll learn to be a doctor too,
don't worry. ..."
Julia Dmitriyevna noticed that Vaska was always
hanging round the door of the washroom. "That girl's
got sharp eyes," she thought. One day she came into the
furnace-room and found Vaska, on her knees, putting
an old tin on to the stove.
"You'll burn your hands, Vaska," said Julia Dmitri-
yevna. "What are you boiling there?"
"It's carpenter's glue for Uncle Sasha," Vaska replied.
"Be careful—it'll burn."
"No—I'll watch it."
The warm light from the stove fell on Vaska's face,
giving it a transparent rose colour, and a broad band of
shining gold lay over her hair. ... "Just a girl," thought
Julia Dmitriyevna, "a child ... ."
She reached out and awkwardly smoothed some
strands of hair from Vaska's forehead.
"Keep your hair off your face," she said, as though
ashamed of the caress. "Could you clothe the wounded
men again after dressings?"
"Yes," said Vaska.
<cYou have^to do it carefully, so that it doesn't hurt
them, and quickly, because there are others waiting."
"I can be quick/'
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